
A FREE Gift to 
All My Friends 1 . 



Read below about the brand 
new FREE Gift Trigger and 1 
have for you^ Also, how you 
can save $1.00 on ROY ROGERS 
I Comics this Christmas. 




ry boy and girl 
loves to follow ROY ROGERS' excit- 
ing adventures. ROY ROGERS Com- 
ics moke grand Christmas gifts for 
every youngster on your list. The 
slories are always new, thrilling, 
wholesome — approved by parent- 
teacher groups and ministers. And 
so inexpensive too! Just think, 12 
Big Issues in full color — one every 
month-Only $1 .00! . . . Sove $1 .00 
fay ordering 5 or more Subscrip- 
tions. That's only 80( apiece, 
Whor o barrel of fun for such 

LOOK AT WHAT YOU RECEIVE 
/ 12 Big Issues 
/ Gold-Plated Key Holder 
</ Membership Certificate 
V The Chance to Save $1.00 
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.a herein, the stories, 



CHANGES OF ADDRESS should reach us five weeks in advance of the next issue date. Give both 
your old and new address enclosing it possible your old address label. 
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GOOD AMERICAN GOLD.' AND- ITU 
BE USED, SOONER OR LATER TO BLY 
WAR MATERIALS FOR FOREISN 
SCHEMERS WHO HATE OUR INNARDS.' 
UNLESS— ONE Of US CAN 

ESCAPE TO TELL 
THE TALE/ 





TWO GOT SHOT.' THE > 
OTHER SWAM UNDER 
WATER— AND NEVER 
SHOWED UP .'THE RIVER 
RUNS UNKNOWN MILES. 
UNDER MOUNTAIN 
AND DESERT, TO 
THE SEA. 




W- UNRAVEL, ALL THE STRANDS 

YOU CAN FROM THESE BURLAP 

BA6S, LANCE, AND RAS5 'EM 

TO ME— ANYHOW, SO 

YOU'RE NOT CAUGHT 



ALL RIGHT, ROY.' I \ 
DON'T THINK YOUR ** 
PLAN~ HAS A CHANCE, 
BUT IT'S BETTER THAN 
DOING NOTHING. 



MSHT AFTER MSHT CAS THE CAVERNS 
REST PERIODS ARE TERMED) ROYS 
HANDS ARE BUST BRAIDING A THIN 
STRONG LINE... 




IN BREATHLESS SILENCE, ROTS 
PBILOW PRISONERS WATCH. . . 




rmstt make it toush 

EOR THE REST OF US— 

THE GUARDS'!.!. PRETTY 

NEAR SKIN US 

ALIVE/ 



J . THE CHANCES ARE TEN 
TO ONE, I'LL 86 KILLED IN 
THE CAVERNS— BUT THf 
RISK IS BETTER THAN A 

SLOW, SURE DEATH FOR 
, ALL OF US 





AFTER IONS MINUTES OF 
DIFFICVO- CUMglNS,.. 





iVe found lance, too, lynn/ he 
helped me escape.' — hello, 
trigger, boy.' i was afraid 
-, i'd never ride you asain ' 




- / I'M TAKING BACK EVERY V" 




HARD WORD I'VE 5P0KEN 


/ SAME HERE, DALY,' \ 


AGAINST YOU AND YOUR 


/ WE'LL RIDE WITH 


OUTFIT, BIGBY/ 
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INTO THE DUSTY TWILIGHT RIDES THE FIGHTING 
STRENGTH OF CALAMOSA BASIN—WITH LYNN DAVY 
FOLLOWING HARD ON THEIR HEELS, UNNOTKBI*... 




ALL RIGHT; MEN—THIS IS CLOSE 
ENOUGH.' }ft THOSE GUARDS SHOW 
FIGHT, LET 'EM HAVE IT,' 




HE'S LOST BLOOD AND FAINTED — 
THAT5 ALL, SO CAR AS 1 CAN TELL ' 
BUT WHAT IN THE WORLD ARE YOU 
DOINS HERE, LYNN? 




THOSE BOYS ? OH 
THEY'RE BACK AT 
THE RIVER, 
STAKING OUT 
FIRST CLAIMS 
ON THAT FILTHY- 
RICH SOLO 
BEARING 
SAND. 



/vor /, sevTietisv/ /Vf 

SOT BUSINESS BACK HOME 
THAT NEEDS ME— BESIDES 
A REPORT TO MAKE TO THE 
F. 8.1..' LANCE McCALL 
WILL BE TIED UP FOR A 
WHILE, 1 RECKON. IF 
YOU'LL STEP INTO THE 
OFFICE, MR. DALY, 
YOU'LL SEE WHY,' 




MOONUSHT OVER CALAM050 
BASIN .' IT'S A SRAND SIGHT, 
TRIGGER.' ESPECIALLY WHEN I 
WE KNOW THERE WONT BE \ 
ANY MORE NIGHT RIDERS TO j 
SPOIL IT 





It was dusk when Johnny Lund lifted his 
sack of groceries into the farm wagon outside 
Travis's store. His team stood hip-shot and 
weary after the long haul to town with a hun- 
dred bushels of grain. They'd be a lot tiredet 
Johnny thought, when they got home with the 
empty wagon! 

As he picked up the lines, a heavy "Thud!" 
shook the cowtown street. An explosion— 
somewhere! Johnny paused to look around. 

Doors were opening along the street. Men 
were stepping out— asking questions. Outside 
his office, Sheriff Bill Yates stood gazing at 
the bank, A light burned there, showing that 
somebody was working late at the accounts. 
Suddenly the light went out! 

"Something wrong there!" the sheriff shout- 
ed, starting across the street at a run. A few 
other men followed, drawing their six-guns. 
As they reached the bank building a clatter 
of hoofbeats sounded behind it. Gunflame 
winked like fireflies in the alley. Other guns 
answered, and a man yelled in pain. 

Johnny Lund was only twelve. He had no 
gun, but he followed the stampede of angry 
citizens into the bank. Somebody was shout- 
ing "Fire!" The heavy door of the vault had 
fallen outward onto a pile of blankets. Johnny 
grabbed one blanket that was loose, and 
ran to beat at the flames on the floor, while 



others dragged Sam Wilton, the Cashier* out 
of danger. Sam was tied with ropes, hand 
and foot! 

"They broke my arm, but I wouldn't tell 
'em the combination," the cashier gasped. 
"So they blew the door off! Took about 
twenty thousand dollars! Noisier job than 
they'd figured! I kicked the lamp over, trying 
to get loose . . ." 

The fire was out, and Sheriff Yates was call- 
ing for riders to make a posse. Johnny Lund 
wished like everything that he were big 
enough to go. As it was, he had to sit on his 
wagon seat, as useless as a bump on a log, 
and watch the posse clatter out of town. 

When their dust had settled a little, Johnny 
followed them, his farm team trotting slowly. 
It was too dark now for trailing, but the rob- 
bers would be pretty sure to head for the 
Badlands. And for a while they'd probably 
stick to the road. 

When Johnny Lund reached the Big Oak 
at the fork of the road six miles from town, 
moonlight was bathing the whole country in a 
flood of silver. Fresh horse tracks in the dust 
snowed that the pursuit had taken the Bad- 
lands fork, just as Johnny had figured. He 
turned into the Ranch fork, passing close be- 
neath the big tree. 

Behind hini come heavy objects hil the floor 



of the wagon-box— one of them with a CLINK 
of metal. Johnny turned. The tree's dark 
branches were raining men and saddles! 

"Keep going, Button!" a hard voice told 
him. "We're riding home with you— wherever 
that is! Maybe we'll stay with you, till that 
fool sheriff gets tired looking for us . . . 
How far Ve we got to go?" 

" 'fiotit -fen miles," muttered Johnny Lund 
throucjh lef teeth. 

Cold shlveWwere running up and down 
his backbone, at the picture of three tough 
outlaws' com Trig home to frighten his Mom and 
Sister, and bully poor old Gramp! Somehow 
he'd GOT to figure a way to stop them. He 
hadn't a weapon of any kind. He was only a 
kid. But Johnny Lund was bred of pioneer 
stock. He'd never give up! in the next ten 
miles he'd be able to figure SOMETHING! . 




An. hour later, the team moved gingerly to 
cross a good sized creek. In the middle, deep 
mud gripped their feet. They began to 
flounder, and Johnny began to yell, as if 
frightened. 

"Whafs the matter?" asked one of the out- 
laws profanely. 

"I missed, the ford," Johnny replied. "This 
creek is quicksand! We got to leave the team 
and save ourselves!" 

Cursing angrily, the three bandits waded 
back to the bank, followed Johnny across at 
another place, and plodded on in wet boots. 
The saddles, and several pounds of looted 
cash that they were carrying, grew heavier 
and heavier. Finally they cached their loads 
tn an outcropping of rock. 

"How much more of this blasted walking 
have we got, boy?" they demanded. 

Maybe three miles,*' Johnny told them, and 
led on. Just a little farther was the spot where 
he meant to risk everything on one desperate 
play. It was a so-called "mud spring," where 
green grass grew over a sinkhole of sticky 
mud. Calves, and even grown animals had 
been caught there from time to time— and 
sunk slowly out of sight . . . There it was, 
now, a little to the right- 
Johnny paused, as if undecided. 

"Reckon I'm off the trail," he said. "Just 
wait a minute!" 

He skirted the "spring's" deceptive, grassy" 
smoothness. On the farther side he halted, 
beckoning in the moonlight. "This way!" he 
called. 

The three outlaws, impatient, unsuspecting, 
strode toward him. Suddenly they stumbled, 
yelling, sinking in the bottomless mud. Johnny 
turned and sprinted out of pistol range, bend- 
ing low to dodge the bullets that zipped 
above his head. 

"They'll stay there!" he laughed grimly as 
he ran. "They won't sink out of sight until I 
get back with the wagon and Sis and Gramp, 
and pull them out with a 'rope! By that time, 
they'll be tame enough so I won't need a 
sheriff's posse to handle 'em, I reckon!" 





TOtj MISH.TY tilth 

gave meSnervous 

PROSTRATlONCTHAT 
SLIDE COULD HAVE 
BURIED YOU THE / 
WAY if 'DID LEN ) 

TOLLEY'S PINTO/ 
STALLION' 
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* ONE DAY WHEN HE WAS RIDING HOME FROM 

AN ERRAND ON A BORROWED HORSE, HE SAW 
SOMETHING MOVE AT THE BOTTOM OF A 
FRESH GRAVEL SLIDE. 



-ITWASAP1NTO, 
ABOUT THREE YEARS 
OLD, AND HE'D BEEN 
THERE FOR MAYBE 
A COUPLE OF DAYS." 



"LEN HAD NOTHING TO DIG WITH BUT HIS 
HANDS, AND THEY WERE BLEEDING BEFORE 
HEGOTTHE PINTO UNCOVERED? HE ALMOST 




■HE FINALLY GOT THE LI*LE HORSE ON 
HIS FEET! THE PINTO WAIUNBRANDED 

AWILD ONE BUTTOO WEAK 

TO FIGHT." 




LEN TOWED HIM HOME AT A SLOW WALK. 




"AS SOON AS PATCHY GOT BACK ON HIS FEET. 
LEN WAS READY WITH A SADDLE! BUT THE 
WILD HORSE WASN'T SCARED ANY MORE. HE 
KNEW LEN MEANT HIM NOTHING BUT 
KINDNESS." 




"ONE DAYj JUST BEFORE FALL ROUNDUP , LEH 
game" iNsiiSht OF A SPREAD THAT SEEMED 

TO REACH OUT AND DRAW HIM LIKE THE 

IE THAT HE'D NEVER KNOWN. 



"HE FOUND THE OWNER DOWN AT THE CORRALS, 
WITH HIS SMALL DAUGHTER KATHY, WHO WAS 
JUST LEN'S AGE." 





THE DAY THAT HE FINISHED THE JOB, HE 
SAWKATHY RIDE OFF... 



"-••AND THEN HE RODE FENCg FOR THE 
REST OF THE DAY IT WASN'T4iZ ACCIDENT 
THAT HE WENT WHERE HE MIGHT CATCH 
SIGHT OF KATHY CARNES. 



"WE-ffEAL ACCIDENT WAS WHEN*THE BROWN' 
PONY PUT HIS FOOT DEEP IN A PRAIRIE DOG:.; 
HJ3LE. KATHY WAS fHROJIN CLEAR." 





•AS KATHY GOT TO HER FEET, AN OLD 
RANGE BULL SPOTTED HER, AND MADE 
LP HIS MIND TO WIPE HER OUT! IT WAS 
JUST PLAIN PROVIDENCE THAT LEN 
TOLLEY SPOTTED HER AT THE SAME 
TIME. 



"PATCHY'S SHOULDER DROVE INTO "THE BtfL'L, 
JUST IN THE NICK OF TlME... " 




- AND LEN'S ROPE-WORK BUSTED ALL THE 
FIGHT OUT Of THE CRITTER." 



LEN TOLLEY, I RECKON DAD WILL FEEL ^ 

LIKE GIVING YOU ANYTHING YOU ASK FOR 

AFTER I TELL HOW YOU SAVED MY LIFE? 
WHAT DO YOU WANT MOST IN ALLTHE 

tHO«E-^ »^a WORLD? 
AND FOLKS I CAN 
BELONG 
TO 




USE THIS FORM FOR YOUR OWN SUBSCRIPTION 



4hee! 

with your subscription 

1. Attractive Gold-Plated 
KEY HOLDER. Sturdy 
chain. Beautifully de- 
signed for long wear. 
Just the thing for boys 
and girls. 



DELL PUBLISHING CO., INC. 
261 Fifth Avenue, New York 16, N. Y. 



Dept. 12-RR 



Please enter my Subscription to ROY ROGERS Comics. 
Include FREE Gold-Plated Key Holder and Dell Comics 
Club Membership Certificate. 

CHECK 
ONE SUBSCRIPTION RATES 



L?J"Tyear — 12 issues— $1.00 
Sh5 years — 24 issues— $1.85 
□ 3 years— 36 issues— $2.70 



/ 



7" 



Canadian Subscriptions 
1 yr. $1.20; 2 yrs. $2.00; 3 yrs. $3.00 
Foreign Countriesj^OOJor 






I am enclosing remittance ft 
my subscription. 



2. Membership Certificate 
of DELL COMICS CLUB. 
Contains pictures and ; 

signatures of Dell Street and NumbetSgJ..!^!. 
Comics favorites. city and Stab 

MAIL EARLY 



ear 
in full payment for 




TO INSURE PROMPT DELIVERY 



BOOTS and SPURS 





Like the whip and the curb bit, spurs are 
losing their popularity among cowboys. 
Above are two designs of our day, the "pistol 
packin' mama," and the crescent spur, called 
the "moonshine special." Since early Roman 
times, spurs have grown smaller and less 
severe. 



This 12-inch boot, with the two-inch under- 
shot heel, has held its attraction in the west 
for many years. Unlike the low instep style, 
its high instep sets well in the stirrup, 
and the undershot heel grips well when 
ground roping. 



USE THIS FORM FOR CHRISTMAS GIFT SUBSCRIPTIONS 

Please Print Names Clearly Id Pencil 



DELL PUBLISHING CO., Inc. 

261 Fifth Avenue, New York 16, N. Y. 



Please enter the following Gift Subscriptions to ROY 
ROGERS Comics. Include FREE Gold-Plated Key 
Holder and Dell Comics Club Membership Certificate. 
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Remittance Enclosed $ GIFT CARD TO READ FROM: 
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CAUC OC\tf I If you order 5 or more Gift Subscriptio 
w£% * " ' ° * additional subscriptions o 



SUBSCRIPTION RATES 

1 Year 12 Issues $1.00 

2 Years 24 Issues $1.85 

3 Years 36 Issues $2.70 
Canadian Subscriptions 

1 yr. $1.20; 2 yrs. $2.00; 3 yrs. $3.00 
Foreign Countries $2.00 for 1 Year 
dar op-more, deduct 20% Discount. List 
*:, and age of recipient. 
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